All gleaming and white, 
All robed in delight, 
Your Genius calls, Come! 
You've been charmed with me long 
In story and song— 
For fairy and sprite, 
And magic and might, 
And marvelous powers, 
And fabulous showers, 
And riches and witches, 
And all the Good which is 
Put in the Nowhere of tale, 
Are in me. 
Come! Come! 
The Truth of all story, 
All magic, all glory, 
Has its fountain in me, 
And flows full and free 
For the child who forever and ever trusts me. 
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HEALTH 


Hearts! When you talk about good, 
strong, bouyant Health, you feel something 
gladden and glow all through you, and this 
is Health’s way of saying, “Call upon me 
and I will answer you.” You may always 
be sure Health is within call of your Praise. 

You have borne “ false witness” of Health 
if you have spoken of her as bad, ill, poor, 
or wretched, and you have felt sad and 
soggy and as if there were no more bright- 
ness in all your life, for, “They that deny 
me, them will I also deny,” says Health. 

Who is Health? 


“I Am the Health of my people.” 

I Am unlimited Life. 

I Am the song of happy thought. . 

I Am the Law of Good. 

I Am J Am. 

Don’t you see, Health is wholeness and 
fullaess and trueness and rightness, and 
you must never, never speak of her but in 
praise and thankfulness if yon would always 
be clothed in the beauty of wholeness. 

For Health 

Is the wealth 
And the gladness of Life. 
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Dr. Grave’s come back from Europe. 
He’s been gone six months. “Getting ideas 
about disease germs,” he says. But Aunt 
Joy says health makers should get ideas 
about health, cause ideas are the germs 
that count, and you scatter ’em wherever 
your thought goes. Ned saw Dr. Grave 
first; he was racing down Green street on 
his bicycle just as the doctor was getting 
out of his carriage and nearly ran over him. 
Ned said he’d quite forgotten§$that he was 
on crutches instead of wheels when the 
doctor went away, and so had no thought 
what a surprise he was giving him until Dr. 
Grave stared at him as if he wouldn’t be- 
lieve his own two eyes, and finally said, “Js 
it possible this is Ned Day?” Then Ned 
laughed and said, ‘“ You bet it is, and a 
whole Day, too. 

He has been ’round to see us to-day. It’s 
awful funny to see a doctor who’s said for 
such a long time that your folks couldn’t get 
well, come back from Europe and find what a 
story he’s told; it’s funny, too, how he tries 
to splain it all so’s to leave God out, and 
get all his big medicine words in. Why, 
after he’d ’fessed to Aunt Joy that no doctor 
could have cured Ned’s leg and Aunt Joy 
had asked if he didn’t think fit was the 
Christ-healing, he got real excited and said: 
“Why! madam! I wouldn’t have you for one 
moment entertain the idea that I am in 
sympathy with this miracle-working fad 
that is sweeping over the country, deluding 
the simple-minded and disgracing this age 
of science. I assure you this case of Ned’s 
is not such an unusual one after all. Our 
medical journals frequently record cases of 
this spontaneous healing.” 

“And how do they account for it?” 
asked Aunt Joy. Dr. Grave told her it 
would be very difficult to splain their theory 
to one not familiar with medical terms. 


Then Aunt Joy told him she was familiar 
with Latin, and as she understood it, that 
was the mother language of medical science, 
and she would have him tell her all about it. 

Such a lot of big words! Ned whispered 
and told me: “He’s a grave full of dead 
language.” (That’s what our teacher calls 
Latin.) 

When he was all through, Aunt Joy was 
so still, he asked her if she’d found it diffi- 
cult to understand him. Then Aunt Joy 
looked at him, just like she does when she’s 
sorry for anybody, and said: “Yes, Dr. 
Grave, I must confess J] do find it very diffi- 
cult to understand why you doctors are so 
very candid in Latin, to admit nature’s 
curative intelligence and your own ignor- 
ance of it, and yet are so strong in your 
condemnation of a science that deals under- 
standingly with this force you call ‘the 
healing power of nature.’ Do you not be- 


- lieve, Dr. Grave, it was the understanding 


of this that enabled the Great Physician to 
do such speedy healing.” 

Dr. Grave said medical science did not 
presume to meddle with the practice of the 
Great Physician, whose mission it was to 
save a world from sin, and it would be well 
for Aunt Joy to remember that Jesus Christ’s 
healing was done through the direct power 
of God. 

Aunt Joy actually smiled, as she asked 
Dr. Grave what other power there was but 
God’s. Then she cume and stood between 
Ned and me and laid a hand on each head 
and said: 

“Dr. Grave, we believe that God is the 
only power, the only intelligence in all this 
universe. We believe in this ever-present 


all-power and all-wisdom just as Jesus 
Christ believed in It. We have found, just 
as Jesus found, that the kingdom of this 
power and intelligence is within our own 
hearts, and there we may learn as Jesus 
learned, to know God aright and His only 
begotten Son—our immortal self-hood.” 
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4 Wee Wisdom 


Mamma and Grace came in from their 
ride just then. Dr. Grave couldn’t speak 
when mamma said “Welcome home, Dr. 
Grave,” and then seeing how ’stonished he 
looked, she said: “I’ve grown quite inde- 
pendent, you see. We're real glad to see 
you back, doctor.” Then Aunt Joy said: 
“You see, Dr. Grave, we’ve had an epidemic 
of ‘spontaneous healing’ since you’ve been 
away.” 

Just as Dr. Grave was telling mamma 
he was delighted to see her about, papa 
came in. He sent us all off to play, ’cause 
Grace offered to go round with Dr. Grave 
and help him tell sick folks that “God ’d 
cure ’em.” 

Ned asked me if I didn’t remember about 
Aunt Joy’s telling papa once, there’d be a 
resurrection some day; he said he under- 
stood what it meant now. So do I; don’t 
you? 
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Ned says it seems like some folks think 
God’s gone to seed an’ ’I] have to be planted 
over, ’cause Dr. Good and a lot of ’em say 
these are the last days and you have to be 
awful careful, for things are just a-goin’ 
their own way, and God’s lettin’ ’em to see 
how far they’ll go, and when the “Very Elick 
(I forgot to ask Aunt Joy who he is) is de- 
ceived,” why then, God’s coming back to 
make a big bonfire out of the world, and 
after that it’s only folks who believe like 
Dr. Good says that’s goin’ to have a chance. 
He told us all about it Sunday. 

He’s been over to “labor” with Aunt Joy 
*bout it. He told her she must give up this 
“s-e-d-u-c-t-i-v-e d-o-c-t-r-i-n-e a-n-d p-r-e- 
p-a-r-e t-o m-e-et h-e-r G-o-d” if she 
wanted to besaved. Aunt Joy told him she 
*preciated his kind motives, but ’cordin’ to 
her understanding of omnipresence we were 
compelled to meet God all the time, whether 
we chose to or not, and it seemed to her the 
only true and safe way was to accept the 
situation just as Jesus had—by realizing 
ourselves at-one with Him. She said that 
since she had chosen this way, she’d found 
how like a loving, ever-ready-to-do Father 
was God, when before He’d seemed like 
some hard, over-ruling, mysterious power. 
She said this knowledge of God satisfied 
her and if it was seductive it was what Jesus 
Christ taught her. 

Then Dr. Good quoted a lot of Bible to 


show her she’d “get left” (that’s what Ned 
called it) when the “Son of Man” came in 
the clouds blowin’ his horn; but Aunt Joy 
told him the Son of God said: “Lo, J am 
with you always.” 


Don’t you think, Dr. Good’s gone and 
called papa before the session ’cause he 
let’s Aunt Joy talk so before us children. 
Aunt Joy said she’s glad of it, ’cause it ’ll 
show where papa stands; but papa said 
she’d gotten him into a pretty mess with 
her new-fangled ’ligion. Mamma cried. 

Ned and Grace and I talked it all over 
and we’re goin’ to ask God to just help papa 
tell ’em the straight truth about it. 

Dr. May says it’s just the thing to bring 
papa out of his old shell, ’cause if papa be- 
gins to think about it for himself he’s bound 
to see that a live God can’t be wrapped up 
and laid away like a mummy, ag@i@@ahy pre- 
served in the good he has done and held in 
trust for the good He’s ’spected to do. A 


live God’s time is always now. 
[Conclusion next month.] 


Every child that is born into the flesh is 
Adam formed by the Lord God from the 
dust of the earth and placed in the garden 
of Eden, beginning his personal existence 
in a state of innocence and with a perfect 
confidence in the Good. He knows no evil 
and suspectst no wrong of any person or 
thing. The Lord God, of Good, or the 
Word, says it may partake of all knowledge 
and understanding except of the teaching 
which denies the allness of the Good, or 
makes a reality of the ideal of opposites. 


The little child naturally—that is from 
his spiritual nature— thinketh no evi]. He 
has not yet eaten of the tree of the knowl- 
edge of the good and evil. : 

But the serpent in the guise of careful 
parents and unwise companions and teach- 
ers, begins at once to impress distinctions 
upon him: this is bad eal that is good, etc. 

e little one is at first very much puzzled. 
He looks as if he would say, “ What are 
good and evil? I only know that things 
are and I love all of it, and am very glad 
to be here. 


Parents are everywhere trying to make 
their children like themselves—drilling, 
disciplining, punishing, lecturing and cen- 
suring. But every parent should take 
lessons from his little child. ‘Except ye 


become as little children ye shall not enter 
into the kingdom of heaven.” 

The best lesson, the best discipline. you 
can give your child is to keep him knowing 
the truth he already knows.—The Life. 


Wee Wisdom 5 
Dennie’s Good Giant. 


Dennie was begging for a ‘‘giant story.” He wanted ‘‘a great - 


big-a-big giant,” great enough and big enough ‘‘to kill off all the killers 
and drive all the bads out of the dark.” He wanted a ‘‘veally-good 
giant,” who liked little boys,and helped them,and let them do things and 
ride on his back. When he was through describing the manner of giant 
he wanted to be the hero of his story,,mamma told him she knew about 
a giant that would exactly fill the bill, only ¢#zs giant did not stop with 
befriending little boys, but was impartial as well as good, and would 
scare the ‘‘killers” and ‘‘bads” off for everybody who'd let him. 

Dennie thought they'd be funny folks who wouldn't let him, he was 
very sure he'd let him. So mamma began her story:— 

Once upon a time there was a giant so big and great that he was 
called the greatest in all the world; yet he had for a home the funniest 
little cave-like house. You'd wonder how such a powerful giant could 
curl himself up in it, but he did, and was very fond of dwelling there. 

_ When he staid at home it was his work to ‘‘kill off all the killers” 
and drive away all the ‘‘bads” and ‘‘’fraids.” Not only the people in 
his country, but the cats and dogs and birds and chickens—yes, every- 
thing that had life was always happy when he was at home. 

Sometimes he seemed to leave his home and go away off out of the 
country and stay for a long time. Then people would need him and be 
unhappy because they missed him so, and all the dumb creatures would 
have a sorry time of it. Now there were some cowardly giants who 
never dared come round when he was at home and at work, but when 
he’d take a leave of absence they’d get very bold and turn the ‘‘killers” 
and ‘‘bads” loose all over the country. 

Then would come very dark, unhappy times, for the little birds 
could never be sure of keeping their pretty eggs, nor the mamma kitty 
of saving her little family from the showers of stones that fell so often 
then. Sometimes in those dark days, even the little fireflys would have 
their lanterns stolen. They couldn't be sure of anything good when this 
good giant was gone. But the time I want to tell you ‘specially about 
was when a little boy got up one morning and found the good giant had 
left in the night. 

How did it affect him? 

Why, there was only an ugly pucker left where his bright face had 
been, and instead of sweet words there came a noise from the middle of 
the pucker which sounded like the rasping of an old file. His plate fell 
off the table to get away from him and broke. The cat ran and hid be- 
cause he pulled her tail. A whole army of ‘‘bads” swarmed about him 
and he let ‘em. 

All at once he remembered something. He let the butterfly, which 
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he had caught to pen up, go free. 
came back. 
is kind.” 


The pucker went away and the face 
The file-rasping ceased and a sweet voice repeated, ‘* Love 
What do you suppose took place then? 


Why, the mighty 


giant came back to his snug little heart-home and was at work again. 
In a flash all the “killers” and ‘‘bads” were driven out of that boy’s 
country and the big giant lifted Kim high up and made him as happy as 


ever a boy wanted to be. 
And now my story’s done. 


Who's the hero and giant. 
And Dennie clapped his hands and cried, 


‘‘Dennie and Love.” 


[Then mamma said, ‘‘Love’s work is kindness.” Wa 
A\ 
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True Independence. 


Ralph and Arthur are very happy today; 
Aunt Ruth is coming! That means a great 
deal to these two boys, for she always 
brings them each a nice present and plenty 
of candy. 

Then there is cousin Tom! Arthur and 
he are nearly the same age, Tom being ten 
years old and Arthur almost nine, while 
Ralph is not quite six. 

Tom has bright brown eyes with a tender 
glow in them, curly brown hair and clear, 
dark complexion. The two brothers are 
very fair, having light hair and laughing, 
happy blue eyes. 

But Arthur himself is not always laugh- 
ing and happy. He is occasionally quite 
cross, and only a few days ago he scolded 
brother Ralph because the little fellow 
would not let him have the swing. 

Ralph is a very quiet lad, inclined to be 
sober and thoughtful rather than gay and 
playful, though there are times when he is 
just as mischievious and sprightly as 
Arthur. Yet I would call him a very even- 
tempered child. Not so with Arthur. 
Ralph says of him, “He is like the little 
boy in the story:—* When he is good he is 
very, very good, and when he is bad he is 
horrid.’ ” 

Cousin Tom is full of fun,—one of those 
boys that has a bright, cheery word for 
everybody, and his kindly smile makes one 
feel ashamed of any unkindness in his 
presence. When once Tom looks into your 
eyes you begin to feel that he is searching 
your very heart, not to see how much good 
or evil there is there, but to see if there is 
any sorrow or inharmony that he can soothe 
or change to peace, gladness, and joy. 


Aunt Ruth has taught her boy the differ- 
ence between right and wrong thinking, 
and he knows it to be a truth that all-in- 
harmony, such as sickness, poverty and all 
unhappiness is simply the result of wrong 
thinking. Therefore Tom always keeps 
his mind and heart in a sweet, sunny, ser- 
ious love to God and all about him. 

His schoolmates often call him the “Jolly 
Preacher” because he teaches them in 
many ways that the easiest way to be good 
and remain good, is simply to think good 
thoughts and be happy. “Because,” he 
reasons, “while you are happy you cannot 
be unkind, selfish, or naughty in anyway, 
for happiness is really praise to God and 
while we are praising God we cannot harm 
any of His children in thought, word or 
action.” 

I would like to tell you more about his 
words of Truth, but not today, for I want 
to show you how he cured his cousin Arthur 
of the “‘Grumbles.” So, in fancy, follow 
me to the house where the two fair-haired 
boys are being made ready to meet Aunt 
Ruth and cousin Tom. Be very quiet little 
readers,—there are nearly a thonsand of 
you,—and we will listen to what the good 
mamma is saying to them. 

“Now, darlings, I trust you will be per- 
fect little gentlemen today; and, Arthur, 
I hope you will be sweet and gentle to 
Ralph, just as Cousin Tom is to everyone.” 

“Yes, mamma, I'll be so good. I will be 
mamma’s sunshine,” and Arthur kissed her. 

“ How sweet he is just now. Surely he 
never is cross,” you all think? Well, lets 
see. 

Now the boys are dressed and all ready 
to go in the carriage to meet Aunt Ruth 
and cousin Tom at the depot. But Arthur 
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darts into the hall where there are several 
boxes of fire-works stacked up on a chair. 
Off comes one of the lids and down into 
the sawdust he digs his little fingers, bring- 
ing out some torpedoes. Mamma just now 
discovers what he is doing. 


“Arthur, come away! You must put 
them back in the box for it is almost train- 
time, and we have not a minute to spare.” 

Up goes two little fists pressed hard into 
two blue eyes, down goes the corners of the 
the pretty little mouth, and out comes a 
volley of angry sobs.” 

“T don’t want to go to the depot! I 
want to shoot my fire-works!” 

“Not now, dear. Wait till Cousin Tom 
comes and itis dark. They will be so much 
prettier then,” says mamma soothingly. 
“Come now, Arthur,” taking hold of his 
hand and leading him out to the carriage. 

But Arthur pouted all the way to the 
depot and even when the expected guests 
stepped off the cars. he refused to be com- 
forted. 

Greetings were exchanged between all 
till it came Arthur’s turn. He allowed 
Aunt Ruth to kiss him but when cousin 
Tom came up he deliberately slapped him 
in the face. 

Tom looked very much surprised, and so 
did all the rest, except mamma whose lips 
were white and trembling. In a very quiet 
voice she said, “Is this mamma’s son who 
promised to be her sunshine?” 

At this Arthur scowled at Tom, and said, 
“We do not want you here. Mamma is 
always hurt when you come because you 
make us seem so bad.” 

“Seem so bad!” echoed Tom with his 
brown eyes opened very wide. 

“Yes, bad! We are always bad when 
you come. Mamma won’t let us do all the 
things we want to just because Aunt Ruth 
won’t let you do them, and I want to be 
free. Everybody ought to be free on the 4th 
of July anyhow.” 

They were now on their way home. Not 
another word was said by anyone till when 
within a few blocks of the house, Tom said 
very earnestly, 

“Yes, you ought to be free. That is the 
trouble with you Arthur, and you are serv- 
ing a very hard master,—you are truly a 
slave.” 

Mamma and Aunt Ruth exchanged 


glances. Each knew about ‘Tom’s philoso- 
phy and they did not disturb him. 

“Yes, you are a slave to Temper, Arthur, 
and you had better burst your chains at 
once. For Temper is a powerful master 
and when once he has you thoroughly in 
his clutches he will make you one of his 
partners in crime. There is a terrible 
monster who begins his work of initiating 
people into his services by helping them 
to hold thoughts of resentment, anger and 
revenge. When he has them sufficiently 
well trained in holding these thoughts, then 
he goads them into action and the next 
thing they know they reach out the hand 
in deeds of crime, even murdering innocent 
people without any real knowledge of why 
they do so. It becomes perfectly natural 
to obey this terrible monster, though no 
one would willingly become one of its ini- 
tiates and no one could help but shudder 
at the thought of his becoming one of its 
slaves.” 

Arthur was leaning back against the 
cushioned seat very pale and with his large 
blue eyes looking very much frightened. 
His lips moved but he could not speak. 

Tom’s heart melted with pity. 

“T will show you how it is, Arthur. 
Temper is like a spider. It looks very 
innocent and its web seems a nice resting 
place, but when little Miss Fly comes near 
it and begins to walk along the silky web 
she soon finds she cannot get away and 
down comes Mr. Spider and takes all the 
blood out of her body. Now this monster 
Temper does not take the blood, but he 
does take the soul out of the body of its 
slave. And it all comes about just as easily 
and quietly as does the stealing of the fly 
by the spider. So, Arthur, don’t sit there 
like a statue but get right up and give 


yourself a good shake and say, ‘I will not 
ruled by Temper,’—say it! ‘Try it, Ar- 
thur.” 


But the carriage had reached the house 


and they all got out. As Arthur stepped 
down, he clenched his fists and stamped 
his foot on the ground, saying with a clear 
ringing voice, “There, I have killed my 
old master. I am no longer ruled by Tem- 
per.” Then looking up into mamma’s sur- 
ae face, he added, “ And now I am your 
unshine forever.” 

Tom threw his hat up in the air with a 
“Hurrah! That is a true ‘Declaration of 
Independence!” I just wish everybody 
would sign that.” Marcia. 
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Little 


I’m Ralph Barton—same boy what was in papa’s paper, Zhe Life. 
I'm most free years old now. I’m ‘vited to come a-visitin you, so I’s 
come. I lecture like papa, too, only I 
don’t know ‘bout “bad” and “ good,” 
but just wzght. ‘Cause God made 
wight and it'll always be wight. Wish 
folks ‘ud quit talkin’ bout wong. 

Mamma says I’m awful sweet, and 
so does brother and sister and ever’- 
body, ‘cause they can’t help it, they 
say, and I ‘spect they can’t. God 
made me so. _ I don't like to see big 
boys hurtin’ fings. A big boy was 
catchin’ ‘ightnin’ bugs when I's watch- 
in’ ’em ‘ighten on the porch. I telled 
him ‘‘You catch ‘ightnin’ bugs an’ 
kill ’em. Aint you And 
I fink he was, ‘cause he saided he’s 
just frowin’ ‘em up, and he stopped, 
too. 

I likes to have folks happy. ‘Nother big boy (12 years) in next 
yard cried cause he couldn't goto the circus. I telled him, ‘‘ Don’t cry, 
Eddie. It’s all wight. D-o-n-’t cry, and I'll give you my foot-ball, 
Eddie. It’s all wight, don’t cry.” And when I frew the ball over, he 
thoughted it was all right, too, and had a lot of fun blowin’ it up. 

I like’s to make folks happy. 

I don’t know anyfing about spankin’s and scoldin’s and med’cine. 
We don’t have any of ’em at our house. 

The sermon I preach is— 

‘‘God is Good/ 
God is All!” 

I get a great big book to stand on when I preach ’at, an’ I have to 
make my arms go a lot, too. 

I like to heal ever’body, and sister says I always make her well. 

Mamma makes pictures an’ I help. I can.make folks an’ b’ownies 
an’ cars an’ ever fing most. 

I fink my two blue eyes are made to see ever’fing with, an’ papa 
says I always see ‘em quick, too. An’ I’ve got a quick fk, too, ’cause 
it tells me where I put fings when Mamma wants to know. 

One day one of Mamma’s friends came an’ she wanted me to talk 
to ’er, ‘cause she loved me so, she said, an’ I went up to her an’ said, 
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‘Goin’ a fishin’!”” an’ dropped a kiss right into her mouth; an’ she just 
laughed an’ laughed, an’ wanted me to fish some more. 

I love everbody, an’ God, an’ my little kitty, too, an’ if you want to 

see me some more, come to Kansas City where I live. Good-bye. 


All Wee Wisdoms will appreciate Ralph’s visit and agree with his 
doctrine. Just think of his d¢g sermon! No wonder he had to stand on 
a 6¢g book and make his ‘‘arms go a lot” to deliver in six little words 
the whole, big, round ¢vzth of it all. 

‘«Blessed are the pure in heart for they shall see God.” Jesus tells 
it again this way: - ‘‘Their angels do always behold the face of my 
Father in heaven.” Pure thoughts are the angels that do always behold 
the God wzthin and so make manifest the good without. 

It’s a beautiful state to always behold our Father’s face. There's 
nothing to be afraid of so long as our angels behold God's face. 

What does it Zook like? 

You ought to be familiar with it, His kingdom is in you. Maybe 
you have known it by other names. Goodness, gladness, loving-ness, 
happiness, etc., are shinings of it, for God's face looks so like Good, you 
couldn't tell the difference. 

Now you see, don’t you? Why, when we begin to talk about good, 
everybody begins to understand and take an interest, because we are 
talking about what everybody in all this world knows something about, 
and really desires to behold. 

You wonder why they don't, then. They do not because they will 
not believe with Ralph that 

‘*God is Good/ 
God is 

They imagine God has a rival and so Good cannot be All. They 
try to serve two masters, which Jesus says cannot be done. So 
while they say they want to serve Good, they think and talk mostly 
about the vzva/ they have imagined. People sevve whatever they think 
and talk about, for ‘‘Out of the fullness of the heart the mouth speak- 
eth.” They hide Good every time they talk about evil. 

Solomon says, ‘‘A man shall be satisfied with good by the fruit of 
his mouth.” Jesus tells it another way: ‘‘Man shall not live by bread 
alone, but by every word that proceedeth out of the mouth of God.” 
Both tell the same truth—that speaking Good makes Good manifest. 


Sometimes, when I|’s been bad, 


*Cause Uncle Sidney says— 


An’ pa “corrects”? me nen, An’ takes me up an’ smiles,— 
An’ Uncle Sidney he comes here, ‘“‘ The goodest mens they is aint good 
I’m allus good again; As badest little chiles.’’ 


—dames Whitcomb Riley. 


i 
| | 
| 
| 
| 


ms Reexption 


Dear WEE Wispoms, next month is my birthday. Who'll cele- 
brate it by coming to my birthday party and saying something your own 
self? Every one of ws knowS that Life is brim-full of ood and that 
health and joy and peace and plenty are just as free to all as the air and 
sunshine. It is because we know this is ¢vwe and somefolks don’t that 
we want to come together and tell everybody about it. The poet 
wanted ‘‘a thousand tongues to sing” about good with, and there's just 
about that many here. Now ‘‘the tongue of the wise is health.” Think 
what health there is in a thousand wee wisdom tongues! 

All that’s called mzs-fortune comes from ¢al/king on the wrong side, 
because folks ze¢ss seeing that Life is Good-fortune itself, when they 
talk wrong. 

Why, its just as sure as sure, that if folks would keep their mind- 
eyes looking at good all the time, they’d not get a chance to miss any- 
thing good; they'd miss on the other side then, and it would be mzs- sick 
mis-wrong, and things they'd like to miss. 

This is what is meant when it is said: ‘‘If thine eye be single, thy 
whole body shall be full of light.” We want our bodies to be fudl of 
light—true Life is the light we want our bodies filled with. 

‘*Let your light shine” means, let us be so full of ¢vue life that 
wherever we go people will see it. 

For you see, health and joy and goodness are catching when they 
get the chance; people can’t stay sick long, where some one believes in 
health; no one can stay mad or sad where there’s ove overflowing with 
love and joy. 

Why, I tell you, when the light of true life shines out, the darkness 
of mzs-fortune, sickness, etc., has no choice but to go—just like the dark 
goes at night, when the lamps are lighted—goes to o-where. 


Come, every one of you, and bring a shining word for my soicumeed 
party, won't you? 


We hope that none of our readers will hesitate to speak out freely 
from the heart,in reply to WEE Wispow’s invitation. It lies mostly with 
you, little readers, to help teach God’s children the true Life which is 
the Christ life. This Life is free to all, and how happy would WEE 
Wispom be to know that not only do you love to read the beautiful 
truths that Mother (Wisdom) teaches her, but that you in turn love to 
teach others the same thing. Perhaps Wisdom may not speak to you 
in the same way as it does to her, so do not be at all timid in telling WEE 


Wispom what you hear, feel, and know about the Christ-life that is in 
each of us just as it was in Jesus. 
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Fire-Cracker-Day Poems. 


—- Written for 
WEE Wispom 


Boy, 
Joy; 
Match, 
Scratch. 
Spark— 
Hark! 
Fiz! 
Whiz! 
Bang! 
Whang! 
Jang! 
Spang! 
Boom! 
Soom! 
Goom! 


Poom! 
“Rah! 
*Rah! 


Ma. 
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Whom Should We Thank? 


From “Chips and Sticks.” 


A little boy had sought the pump, 
From which the sparkling water burst, 
And drank with eager joy the draught, 
That kindly quenched his raging thirst 
Then gracefully he touched his cap— 
“T thank you, Mr. Pump,”’ he said, 
‘‘For this nice drink you've given me!” 
(This little boy had been well-bred. ) 
Then said the Pump: ‘‘My little man, 
You're welcome to what I have done; 
But I am not the one to thank— 
I only help the water run.” 
“Oh, then,” the little fellow said, 
(Polite he always meant to be) 
‘Cold Water, please accept my thanks; 
You have been very kind to me.” 
‘Ah!’ said Cold Water, ‘‘don’t thank me; 
Far up the hillside lives the Spring 
That sends me forth with generous hand 
To gladden every living thing.” 
“T’ll thank thee, Spring, then,’’ said the boy, 
And gracefully he bowed his head. 
“Oh, don’t thank me, my little man,” 
The Spring in silvery accents said. 
‘“‘Oh, don’t thank me; for what am I, 
Without the Dew or Summer Rain? 
Without their aid I ne’er could quench 
Your thirst, my little man, again.”’ 
‘‘Oh, well, then,” said the little boy, 
“T’ll gladly thank the Rain and Dew.” 
‘Pray don’t thank us—without the sun, 
We could not fill one cup for you.” 
‘Then, Mr. Sun, ten thousand thanks ° 
For all that thou hast done for me.” 
‘‘Stop!”’ said the Sun, with blushing face, 
‘‘My little man, pray don’t thank me. 
"Twas from the Ocean’s mighty stores 
I drew the draught I gave to thee.” 
“‘Oh, Ocean, thanks!” then said the boy— 
It echoed back: ‘‘Not unto me.” 
‘Not unto me, but unto Him 
Who formed the depths in which I lie— 
Go, give thy thanks, my little boy, 
To Him who doth thy wants supply.’ 
The boy then took his cap and said, 
In tones so gentle and subdued: 
‘‘Oh, God, I thank thee for the gift— 
Thou art the giver of all good.”’ 


ra, 
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Smoke, 
Choke, 
Joke, 
Broke. 
Son, 
Run. 
Fun 
Done. 
Lad, 
Glad. 
Cap, 
Snap. 
Girl, 
Hurl, 
Snap 
Cap. 
Yell, 
Tell. 
Slap 
Chap. 
Stood, 
Good, 
Kiss, 
Bliss. 


Faileth. 


Love suffereth long, and ts kind ; 
Love envieth not ; 
Love vaunteth not itself, 
Is not puffed up; 
Doth not behave itself unseemly ; 
Seeketh not its own, 
Is not provoked, 
Taketh no account of evit ; 
Rejoiceth not in iniquity, 
But rejoiceth in the truth ; 
Beareth all things, 
Believeth all things, 
Flopeth all things, 
Endureth all things. 


[TO BE MEMORIZED. | 


True Education, Spiritual. 


Jesus Christ knew but one educator, the 
Spirit. “The child grew and waxed strong 
in spirit filled with wisdom” (more literally 
“filling himself” with wisdom). He had 
the fountain of knowledge within himself, 
as every child has, and looking to God as 
his instructor caused this fountain to flow. 
Every child should be taught to turn with- 
in for the answers to all his questions. 
Mentally answer the questions of your 
child with the highest Truth. He will 
translate it into his own baby tongue and 
when you ask him what the Spirit says you 
will be “astonished at his understanding 
and answers.” 

Many parents in this Truth wonder how 
they shall educate their children so that 
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the learning of the world may not encum- 
ber them and stand in the way of their 
spiritua' knowledge. Teach the child early 
to listen to the voice within, and once real- 
izing their true Educator then all external 
learning will be but servant to the higher 
art. A certain Catholic priest once said 
“‘Give me a boy up to the age of seven and 
you may have him the rest of his earthly 
life—he will always be a Catholic.” So 
every true mother should realize that it 
lies in her power to so educate her child 
into the knowledge of the Christ-power 
and presence within that he will never for- 
get it, no matter where he may be. One 
hour’s talk each day upon the Holy One 
within, its attributes and powers, how to 
speak to this One (prayer), giving treat- 
ments, singing clear, plain little Truth- 
songs, asking and answering spiritual 
questions, would be all sufficient in setting 
the child in the right way. It should not 
be looked upon as a duty, but a delight 
and be called The Happy Hour. 

If any mother lack wisdom as to how to 
proceed, let her ask of God who givetu to 
all men liberally and upbraideth not; avd 
it shall be given her. 

Children should be regarded by theiz 
parents as matured spiritual beings, and 
communion between them should be con- 
ducted from that basis. A mother who 
sees her babe as a royal angel, will not 
cease to caress him nor change her lan- 
guage to the “ pomp and circumstance” of 
earthly royalty, but there will be a holiness 
and wisdom in her tongue that will far 
surpass her former speech. 

Lift up your boy, your little daughter. 
to the throne of God in your heart and you 
need not take any thought as to how to 
treat them externally in the ordinary ways 
of life. Like a prince of royal blood they 
will become nobly subject to you, not from 
fear or from compulsion, but from honor 
and from love. The Spirit of God in every 
man says, “Them that honor me, I will 
honor.” 

The will of a child should never be brok- 
en, but trained. Let a thousand other 
things be broken—all that the world con- 
tains is not worth one broken heart nor can 
it compensate for one crushed or misshapen 
will. 

Wist ye not that I must be about my 
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Father’s business? One work every child 
has come here to do. It is not to succeed 
in worldly ways, to make a success of mon- 
ey-getting, or art-accomplishments, or of 
worldly education. But it is that he may 
prove himself divine, the Holy One pure, 
unselfish and omnipotent—God of this 
Universe even as God is God.— Annie Rix 
Militz, in Unity. 


Truth Workers. 


“Out of the mouths of babes and suck- 
lings hast thou ordained strength.” 


People are always talking about wanting 
to do God’s work, if they could always be 
sure what that work is. Why, its the 
easiest thing in the world to know what it is, 
so easy that if you’d tell them how they may, 
every one, always be sure to know when 
they are doing it, they’d say, “Oh that com- 
mon thing! why you must do something 
great for God.” Something great! Love 
is the greatest thing in the world and yet 
Love at work is only “that common thing” 
and we call it kindness. 

You see everybody can work at that all 
the time and be very sure they are working 
for God. “For as much as ye have done 
it unto the least of these ye have done it 
unto me.” 

All our Truth-workers work at kindness; 
their words are shaped and winged and 
sent out like ministering angels to heal 
and soothe and comfort; their hands and 
tongue and feet are busy, “In His (Love’s) 
name”—doing kindness to even the small- 
est creature that has life. 

Among the kind things we hear from 
our workers abroad is, that our dear Mrs. 
Hulings of Denver, has gathered together 
400 little ones “In His Name” and with 
the loving co-operation of the city cable 
company and Mrs. Elitch, the proprietress 
of the beautiful summer gardens there, has 
given them a day of entertainment and feast- 
ing that will be to them a never-ending day 
of delight. 

While we are speaking of our Denver 
workers, we must not fail to mention that 
Everett Baker is one of them. You will 
remember that he made us a photo visit in 
April and as we could not give all his wise 
words then, we will add some more of them 
here. 
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A lady who knows him, tells us that he 
practices what he preaches, all the time. 

He attended Mrs. Hulings course of in- 
struction with his mother. His ideas are 
left just as he expressed them. 

After hearing Mrs. Hulings tell of her 
treatment of a child for a bee-sting, calling 
it a “bumble kiss,” whenever Everett gets 
a bump, or scratch or hurt of any kind, he 
calls it a “bumble kiss,” and says:— 

I thank God for the bumble kiss, and I 
will thank God for another bumble kiss. 

EVERY DAY THE BEST DAY. 


You mustn’t think that anything is better 
than yesterday,—it is always the now. 

Every day is the best day;-—This is the 
best day, and the next day is the best day 
and soon. If we hold on to this electric 
current, Truth, it will come better than we 
can think it will. 

HIS VISION. 

God told me something awful nice:—He 
told me that you were up in the sky with 
the little stars, and the moon was with you 
and you were in the middle. “I saw you.” 
(he said, addressing his mamma very em- 
phatically.) Mamma, everything that you 
say can’t be anything but a good thought. 

THE UNLIMITED SUPPLY. 

Dear God: He is going to give me two 
thousand dollars to buy a bicycle. Look 
at my arms: I have two thousand dollars. 
I don’t need to hold it; I have it. This 
house is full of dollars; we can get every- 
thing we want. Wecan just get the money 
at the bank for the house is just full of 
dollars. 

DON’T MIND THE COLD. 


(Some one complained of being cold.) 

Well now, I'll tell you how to cure your- 
self. Do like me. Don’t say any more 
about it, but wake up; look up to God in- 
stead of looking down into the pit. 


Here’s something beautiful, Mamma, 
about the wind. The wind carries God- 
down town, back east, everywhere where 
the people call him. 


(A kiss treatment given mamma for 
fatigue, suiting the action to the word:) 

One kiss for beauty; one kiss to do as 
God says: one kiss to love your work: two 
kisses to be glad. 
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Dear Wee Wispom:—Your beautiful paper for 
May and June is on my table and my heart goes 
out in love to all its readers as I look over the sweet 
letters and many other good things, and I think how 
glorious it will be when all the people are good and 
happy, and there is no more sorrow, pain or death 
in all the earth. 

The beautiful months of May and June give us 
some idea of the glory that will fill the earth in the 
new day whose light is now dawning upon us. .Then 
we will all be able to sing with joyful hearts with a 
dear friend of mine who has written a pretty poem 
entitled “June,” in which he says: 

“‘Oh, world of beauty and of love! 

Oh, world of friends the dearest! 

By every star that shines above 

I pledge you faith sincerest. 
We are just entering an age of beauty and love such as 
we have never known when no one will prove false, be- 
cause all will know him who said, “Ye are my friends if ye do 
whatsoever I command ’you,” and his great commandmentis, “That 
ye shall love one another as I have loved you.” I wonder if the readers of Wer 
Wispom know anything about “The Little Sunbeam Society,” started recently? Its ob- 
ject is to make others happy, and the members must have smiles, loving words and kind 
acts for all. They must be kind to animals, too. I am very glad of that, for Jesus told 
his disciples to go into all the world and preach the gospel to every creature, but I fear 
that a great many ministers have failed to preach the gospel in a way to make people 
kind to animals, for I see many poor creatures who seem to plead for mercy at the hands 
cruel masters. I hope the Humane Society, and the Little Sunbeam Society, and the 
Band of Mercy, and all other societies that will make the world wiser and better, will 
grow so fast and spread so far that there will soon be such a time as one of the prophets 
foretold when he says, “Violence shall no more be heard in thy land nor destruction 
within thy borders; but thou shalt call thy walls salvation and thy gates praise.” Let us 
all unite in doing all we ean to hasten the perfect day. One of our poets has said: 

“This world is full of beauty, 
As other worlds above, 
And if we did our duty, 
It would be full of love.” 
May the banner of Love, Wisdom and Truth wave high over all until ‘the song the 

heavenly host sang at the birth of Jesus shall become a beautiful reality, and we can all 
say with the spirit and the understanding, what so many know very little about at present: 


“Truth has its fountain in me, 
And is flowing full and free.” 


When I entered Wer Wispom’s Reception Room to-day, I felt such a current of love 
that I am sure it will soon fill the earth with health, life, plenty, peace and joy. 
Mary Frame Sexsy, Richmond, Indiana. 
ok * * * * 
Dear Wee Wispom:—I want to tell Wee Wispom said once, “God is life” 
Coonie how lovely we think him and how and if that’s a fact seems like we’d have to 
much we want to see Mrs. Coonie and that’s __ be alive with God, don’t it? 
why I write to try and answer his question, | I ’spect Coonie, that’s why your mistress 
“ What is Life?” —Is she sure-enough Mother Goose? — 
Don’t you know, Coonie yow’re alive? —kept saying “Life, Life” to kind o’ help 
Well, its life you’re alive with and every God remember in you about it. I’m real 
thing that’s alive, is alive because of life. glad “God’s life,” ain’t you, Coonie? 
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Cause then you see, He can’t die, Life can’t ever die, but 
you see what I don’t understand is, what becomes of your 
alive? My alive they say ’s always alive, ‘cause God’s 
everywhere always. I don’t see just why your alive and 
mine should be any different,—Do you? 

Now Coonie, I’ve tried awful hard to explain to you 
what I don’t know so very well myself and I hope it’s per- 
fectly clear and I want you to let Mrs. Coonie come 
and thank me for it. 

Yours for the love of everybody and kitty-cats, R. F. 


The Living Steam Engine. 


A Parable. 


There was a great architect and engineer who built a 
very beautiful and useful steam engine. It could doa 
great deal of work, for instance, it could grind corn to 
make bread, could spin and weave cloth, in fact, could do 
everything that a man wanted for his use in life. 

Now, this great Builder had children and as they grew 
up he taught them how to use this beautiful machine 
aright, but these children were wayward, especially the 
boys, for they would not listen to the instructions; they 
would follow other inclinations and neglect the machine: 
for instance, the fire wanted trimming, the supply of 
water to make steam had to be attended to and the 
machinery wanted to be kept clean and oiled so as to 
make it go smoothly, easy and silently. Now, the father 
had given each of these children a beautiful machine: 
some children would do well for a long time, others 
would fall away from their watching and then the 
machine would get out of order. If they forgot the oil of 
peace, to oil the joints, there would be a jarring noise, if 
they were not careful with the fire, that is, if they put the 
fire on the machinery instead of keeping it under the 
boiler, they heated the parts of the machine, and there 
being scarcely any steam, the machine would be laid up 
and could not do its work. 

Now there being so many machines out of order, there 
came among the children many calling themselves 
machine menders, trying to get the machines into work- 
ing order by putting all sorts of sloppy stuff on the parts 
of the machine and instead of putting pure water into the 
boiler to make pure steam, they put sharp acid or nicely 
flavored liquid into the boiler, thinking that by such 
sweet smelling odors, the machine would be put aright. 
But alas! with all the doctoring in the world, the trouble 
was never at an end, some getting better by taking a rest, 
and going back to their father’s instructions, helped 
themselves, but the great majority of the children were 
all the time trying their own way instead of minding 
what their father had told them, and so they lived uncer- 
tain all their lives, whether their machines should be 
health, or sick, living in dread, that at any time their 
machine might be disabled, and so they would become 
helpless and a burden to others. Occasionally there grew 
up among them wise men called prophets, who followed 
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the father’s instructious and knew how to heal the trou- 
ble. They did not come dressed up in style and fine ¢lothes 
neither did they come as kings and rich people travel— 
for they did not care for wealth nor fine clothes,—they, 
were satisfied with food and raiment. Now the wayward 
children with all their trouble and their sorrows could not 
or even would not believe these prophets, some even they 
stoned to death, because they told them the truth. For 
instance, they would say to the children: keep your ma- 
chines clean, use the oil of peace and harmony, put clean 
water in its proper place; that is under the boiler and the 
pure water will make wholesome power that will flow 
through all the pipes of the machine and will 
do its duty. Do you think they would do that? Oh no— 
that was far too simple, everybody could do that. 

There is Mr. Goldbug, they say, is telling us: that 
advice that is given free is- not worth anything and 
there is Mr. Drug saying: buy my remedy—and they buy. 
They say “Oh I will do anything to get.my machine in 
order, I will give you money to mend it, but do not ask 
me to change my ways of living, for don’t you see, I must 
keep up the fashion, and I don’t want to be told that I 
spoiled my machine myself by my carelessness or willful- 
ness or wickedness. I only did what other people did, 
and should that not be right? 

Still the machines kept getting out of order all the time, 

and they would not follow the simple ways of the pro- 
phets, because they liked their own way better and they 
were very fond of fine clothes and they could not think of 
attending tothe wantsofthe machine. They liked the acid 
and flavored stuff to put down into the boiler and paid 
money for it, whilst they might have had pure water for 
nothing. And the fire, the great original power given to 
them by their father, they concentrated it on the outer 
parts of the machine instead of using it for steam. Now, 
the more they thought and lived in this fashion the less 
satisfactory their state was, they contracted so many bad 
habits and had so many wants that to supply them some 
became robbers, others lived by cheating and deceiving. 
They had some faint idea, that their great father had left 
instructions for them and they inquired of the men called 
“The Shepherds” but these had perverted the instriictions 
or did not understand them themselves—still the shep- 
herds blessed the sheep and lived by them. The state of 
the children was deplorable and were almost wiped off 
from the face of the earth; and their great father watched 
them all the time and though, like foolish children they 
had wandered away from him, still he never left off show- 
ing them all kindness, giving them fire and water, and 
the means by which they could supply their own wants. 
He had raised up prophets to guide them, but they had 
not heeded them and these prophets, his messengers, 
because of false prophets, were looked upon as a disgrace 
among them. 

So the Great Father said: “I will give them one more 
prophet. I will put my spirit upon one of their sons, he 
shall speak words of fire unto them, if they will then hear 
and be saved;” So he chose the son of a poor carpenter 
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nd breathed his spirit upon him, that he might know how 
o heal their machines, make them whole and lead them 
m the right path, that all the children might become a 
slory unto the father, instead of being a digrace. 
Now, when this carpenter’s son began to speak with 
words of fire, and healed every machine that was brought 
© him, (for he had his own machine in such perfect order 
und could put so much pure steam power into it that he 
could make it go on the water without sinking) do you 
hink they would listen to him and mend their ways? 
Jn no, they didn’t like to be told the truth, to be called 
nypocrites and children of the devil, nor, did they want 
0 give up their love of wealth and through wealth their 
ustful living; so they said amongst themselves and espec- 
ally the chief shepherd: 
“This son of a carpenter, if we let him have his way, he 
will turn all the sheep away from us, and it is better that 
one man should give up his machine than that all of us 
should suffer;” so they took him and rushed him through 
a trial and nailed his machine to a cross, all in one day. 
Now you know that machine and your flesh body is the 
same. Bodies were then as now amongst most people buried 
under ground and all the children thought that the body 
was all there was of them, but the carpenter’s son had 
told them before that the flesh body was not the real body 
but it was only the machine or instrument by which the 
spirit body acts. 
Now He had the flesh body under such control that he 
could lay it down like one dead, and he could take it up 
again and live in it as he did before. So on that Friday 
after they had nailed the body onto the cross and thought 
it was dead, they took it down laid it into a vault, and when 
the women went to dress the body on the Sunday morning, 
they found it was not there, but they saw Him in the same 
body directly afterwards when he told them how all this 
had happened. ‘I'he carpenter’s son did not again die as 
almost all people do, but he had such great spiritual 
power that his flesh body was absorbed by the spiritual 
power, that it became all spirit and it was after forty 
days seen no more by fleshly eyes. 
Now, I began by telling you of a steam engine and fin- 
ished by talking of a flesh body and if you paid close 
attention you must have found it out yourselves. 
When you say of yourself “I am” it is not the flesh 
body that can say that, for you know it must be the spirit 
that speaks through the fleshly tongue and mouth; so 
also it is the spirit that sees through your eyes, for the 
eyes are just like a telescope—it is just the same with the 
engine. 
What makes the engine go? You will say the steam 
power. What makes your flesh body go? You will say 
the spirit or mind. Now you see the steam is just like 
the blood, flowing through the arteries and going back 
by the veins of the body, and the blood has power and so 
has the steam. Now you will ask, what makes the steam ? 
: The fire acting upon the water makes the steam and the 

power of the fire is transmitted by the steam—even as the 
power of the blood comes from the divine spirit or 
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fire, and now you will understand what is meant in Geng 
sis “And the spirit of God moved upon the face of the 
waters.” So you see the fire is to the steam what ths 
spirit of God is to the blood of man. What happeng 
when there is no fire in the engine? You will say, the 
engine is standing still. 


What happens when the spirit of God is no more flows 
ing through the blood and the blood through the bodyg 
You will say the man is dead. Now wait a minute, itig 
not right to say the man is dead because we found onf 
before that the body was only a machine by which the 
man was working. So we must say, “the man hasstopped 
working that machine, but he is still living with God, ag 
he was before “So you see there really is no death. 

Can you see spirit with your eyes? No. Can yon seg 
the steam inside the boiler if you looked into it by a glass? 
No, the boiler would look like it was perfectly empty, yet 
there is great power in it—that which comes out of the 
boiler by the pipe and looks white like clouds is not purg 
steam; it is called vapor for it has done its work and ig 
lost in the outer air. 

Now you see, so does the spirit; it works and by work 
ing, it manifests, that is, it appears visible to the senses— 
as long as the machine (body) is in direct communication 
with steam (blood) and fire (spirit) it is alive or activ 
and does its work as directed by the guiding principle 
will power. 

Man is free to choose what he will, “Choose ye this day 
whom ye will serve.” 

No living creature but man has the use of fire, which 
though it is most destructive, is, when controlled also the 
most useful. 

So let us be thankful and sing praises to God for thig 
divine power, that helps man to lift himself above all 
creatures und helps him in his progress towards the per 
fect state, the divinity of man.—Conrad. 
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PUBLISH THE FOLLOWING: 

UNITY, a monthly a 4 devoted to the Society of Silent 
Unity. cents per copy; 50 cents per year 
THOUGHT, a forty-eight page monthly magazine devoted 
to Divine Unity. 10 cents per copy; $1.00 per year 
WEE WISDOM, paper for children. 50 cents per yeam 
UNITY METAPHYSICAL SERIES. The best articles 


from Thought, Unity and other sources, bound if 
neat booklet and issued monthly. 15c. per number 


This number completes the first year of Wer Wispoml 
In circulation it has equaled our anticipations, but has 
not called out the original juvenile talent that we expected: 
There is a vein of instruction which we hoped to bring 
out; and will,—we want the hearty co-operation of all ou 
friends to do it. If you have an original idea that you 
think would be instructive for children, be sure and send 
it tous. If we cannot use it we will return your man 
seript promptly. This is the only juvenile metaphysical 
paper published. Help us to make it what it should be 
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